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PREFACE. 



The songs and poems which follow were 
written without the remotest idea of making 
a book, and they are now presented to the 
public, in this form, with much doubt and 
misgiving. They are the simple record of 
feelings and fancies in common life, expressed 
with as much propriety and elegance as the 
author's time and taste permitted, and, as such, 
may possibly find their way to some hearts 
that love Nature even in her homelier aspects, 
yy and be welcome. 

3 The poetry of the afiections is of universal 

a> application. There are few, comparatively, 
DC who can appreciate those lofty works of art 
^ and imagination, which are the result of ex- 
tensive research, profound study, and an inti- 
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mate acquaintance with every branch of learn- 
ing. To relish fully these labored and beauti- 
ful productions, the reader must have a culti- 
vated and refined intellect, as well as the 
writer. But all have loved, all have rejoiced, 
all have sorrowed ; all have experienced the 
delights of social intercourse, have shared in 
the sports and jdays of childhood^ indulged in 
the hopes a,nd fears of youth, and„ when the 
business and pursuits of more advanced life 
have called them away, have found a sweet 
and mournful pleasure in the recollection of 
friends, kindred, and home. All, therefore, 
may derive gratification from poems which 
treat of domestic and social subjects in a 
natural and truthful manner, for the senti- 
ments, remembrances, and feelings of the poet 
seem but the fainter echo of their own. 

These little poems are mostly of this class. 
They have been arranged with a view to va- 
riety rather than similarity of subject and 
sentiment, and the earliest and latest are min- 
gled promiscuously together, from the begin- 
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ning to the end of the volume. Defects 
might be pointed out, but the author deems it 
unfair to anticipate good-natured criticism. 
Let them take their chance. Worse may have 
been praised ; better, perhaps, now lie unread 
or have been forgotten. 
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THE FADED FLOWER. 



I KEEP it Still, the faded flower, 

Through long and cheerless years, 
In memory of that happy hour, 

Which time the more endears, 
When, from her hand, the gift I took, 

And saw the tear-drops start. 
And clasped, with fond and grateful look. 

The giver to my heart. 
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That flower, like her who gave it, then 

Was loveliest of its kind. 
And vainly might I seek again 

So fair a flower to find ; 
But brief, alike, the joy and bloom, 

It withered in a day. 
And, reft of hope and wrapt in gloom, 

I bore it far away. 



In distant lands, 'midst care and grief. 

That flower was yet more dear, 
And, often, every cherished leaf 

Was moistened with a tear ,* 
And still I keep the faded flower. 

And hold, while life shall last, 
The memory of that happy hour, 

Which consecrates the past. 
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AMBITION. 



The dawning of ambition's day, 
How softly beams its early light ! 

Hope, ever smiling, points the way, 
Far distant, to the towering height, 

Where earth's illusive phantoms shine 

With radiance, seemingly divine ! 

In boyhood's brain wild fancies rise ; 

Enraptured by the dazzling scene. 
His daring hand would grasp the prize, 

Though countless dangers intervene. 
With bounding pulse and flashing eyC; 
He shouts life's stirring battle-cry. 
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Pale student of the midnight hour, 
Stern warrior of the gory plain, 

Smooth sycophant for place and power, 
Low groveller for golden gain. 

What earn ye in the ceaseless strife ? 

The bitter mockeries of life ! 

The glory of ambition's noon ! 

The splendor of its mid-day sun ! 
The harvest, to be garnered soon, 

The soul's last craving, almost won ! 
Friends, fortune, flattery, love, and fame. 
The idol of the hour proclaim. 

The darkness of ambition's night ! 

No star gleams througli the fearful gloom, 
A sudden, universal blight. 

Despair, the death-bed, and the tomb ! 
Beyond — conjecture dares not tell 
The doubtful chance for heaven or hell. 
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THE SLEEPING CHILD. 



It was the Sabbath hour. The mother's eye 

V 

Was fixed, awhile, upon the sacred desk, 
And then, with conscious pride, she turned to 

watch 
Her calmly sleeping beauty. There she lay. 
Of human innocence and loveliness 
The perfect picture, pillowed on the lap 
And half supported by the circling arm 
Of the delighted parent. Carelessly 
The soft brown hair in clustering ringlets fell 
Back from her polished forehead, and around 
The neck and temples so profusely hung. 
The face seemed resting in a nest of curls. 
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Her lips were parted, so the fragrant breath 
Might play more freely, and her dimpled cheeks 
Were delicately touched by nature's own 
Inimitable pencil. Partly seen 
And partly hidden by the flowing robe 
Of snowy white, the fairer bosom rose 
And fell alternately, while, just below. 
The gentle motion of the crimson belt 
Showed where the heart was beating. As I 

gazed 
Still longer and more closely, I beheld, 
Like summer's sky through opening clouds, 

beneath 
The long, dark lashes of the sleeper's eyes, 
The bright blue peeping out, — perhaps 't was 

fancy. 

The child slept on. The messenger of 
Heaven, 
With aspect sorrowful and accents mild, 
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Described the wretched, fallen state of man. 
How few the pleasures of this boasted world, 
How keen its sorrows, how severe its pains, 
Its most enticing hopes, delusive all ! 
How awful death ! how terrible the grave ! 
How dim the prospect of a better home ! 
He spake with feeling, and his hearers felt. 
Unequalled is the eloquence of truth. 
The old leaned forward on their staffs to catch 
Each precious word, and manhood's haughty 

brow 
Was downward cast in meet humility. 
The careless, happy features of the young 
Grew fixed and pensive, lovers, too, forgot 
The idols which they worshipped, beauty lost 
Her wondrous power, and thoughtful sadness 

reigned 
The undisputed monarch of the hour. 
As when, at mid-day, gradually is thrown 



18 TBS SLEEPING CHILD. 

The moon's broad shadow on the darkened 

earth, 
A dreary gloom pervaded £Uid enwrapt 
The hallowed temple of the living God. 

The child slept on. One little hand was 

raised 
And twined among her clustering curls, and 

still 
Unconsciously she slept. The preacher's tones 
Were low and sweetly musical. He told 
The boundless merits of the blessed Saviour ; 
His humble birth, his poverty, his life 
Of unpretending goodness, his discourse. 
So plain yet fraught with wisdom infinite ! 
His sore temptations, his unshaken firmness, 
His fasting, watching, passion, bloody sweat. 
And calm endurance on the torturing cross. 
And all for worthless man ! He paused and 

sighed. 
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The swollen fountains of repentant grief 
Were broken up ; with one accord they wept 
liong, loud, and bitterly, as they who mourn 
The last devoted pledge of faithful love. 

The child slept on. The dimples on her 

cheeks 
Were deepened, and a momentary smile 
Drew in the comers of her rosy mouth. 
Her dreams were pleasant. Suddenly, once 

more. 
Above the sounds of lamentation borne. 
Was heard the speaker's voice. A theme, 

sublime. 
Demanded bolder tones and loftier air. 
With arms extended and with glance of fire. 
In colors, fadeless, deep, and black as hell. 
Before the sinner's shrinking form, he drew 
The horrors of damnation. Through the 

crowd, 
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As lightning from the angry tempest, ran 
A thrill of agony ! down, down, they fell, 
And mingled sobs, and groans, and cries, and 

prayers. 
In dread confusion, rose. — The child slept on ! 
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SONG. 



They told me thou wert false as fair, 

Unworthy of a serious thought, 
And bid my simple heart beware 

The gilded counterfeit it sought ; 
Yet, when I saw thee smile, and felt 

Thy little hand's warm, thrilling touch, 
How soon each cold resolve would melt ! 

How oft I swore they wronged thee much ! 
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But now, Asee thee as thou art, 

And know thee as thou shouldst be known ; 
Well hast thou played the siren's part, 

And I thy bootless triumph own. 
Away ! exert thy skill once more, 

Where other dupes thy treachery wait ; 
With me, thy influence is o'er, 

Thou hadst my love, thou hast my hate. 
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EYES. 



wRrrrBN wbbn a studbmt at law. 

The roguish black, the laughing blue, 
The sparkling gray, and hazel hue, 
Ah me ! I know not what to do. 

They haunt me ever, night and day. 
In hours of study, sleep, and play ; 
Do what I may, go where I will. 
It matters not, they 're with me still. 
As soon as morning's earliest light 
My slumber breaks, they catch my sight. 
I strive to read, to think, to learn 
How hardened lawyers money earn ; 
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idle efforts ! vain design ! 
On every page, in every line, 
Instead of Debt and Detinue, 

There, there they are, black, gray, and blue ! 

If chance I walk the public street. 
With them at every turn I meet. 

1 look around ; behind, before. 
They 're at the windows, at the door ! 
Amazed, confounded quite, I stop 
For refuge in some merchants' shop. 
But, by the counter, one, two, three. 
Sometimes full half a score, I see ! 
Then back I stagger to the door, 

And, shunning these, I meet with more, 

Till last, I curse my woful doom. 

And rush, half crazed, to gain my room. 

Scarce can I reach my big armed chair, 
Before the whole array are there ! 
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My blood grows hot, my pulse beats quick, 

I give the sleepy fire a kick, 

But, as the bright sparks upward fly, 

I fancy every one an eye. 

I turn away, but, on the wall. 

Arranged in pairs, I see them all. 

I stamp my feet, I beat my head, 

I throw myself upon the bed. 

And draw the cover o'er my face, 

But find, alas ! no hiding-place. 

Worn down with care, the other day, 
I went where good folks preach and pray. 
I never was so much perplexed, 
I lost the hymn, forgot the text. 
At last, when, all devoutly kneeling, 
The parson prayed with force and feeling, 
Then, just as true as poets lie, 
I saw a dark, bewitching eye, 
Peep out above a nice gilt book, — 
I never can forget that look ! 
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They thought the little saint was praying, 
She knew not what the priest was saying ! 

I left the church, with naught of grace, 
And hurried home with startling pace. 
But, all the busy time of dinner, 
I saw, as sure as I 'm a sinner, 
That same black eye in every dish 
Of chickens, mutton, beef, and fish ! 
And, when came round the tarts and pies, 
The crust seemed filled with loving eyes ! 

What can avail my sore distress ? 
No doctor can the secret guess. 
My bosom once o'erflowed with joy, 
I was a smiling, thoughtless boy ; 
Now do I act most wondrous strange, 
My old acquaintance mark the change ; 
At times so wild, at times so sad. 
Some think me fool, some call me mad. 
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Where shall I fly ? what can be done ? 
There 's wealth, there 's honor to be won, 
Ambition bids me onward go, 
And wisdom cries, " There 's much to know." 
But, ah ! I fear my greatest fame 
Will only be a lover's name. 
And never shall I grow more wise. 
While hearts can feel and girls have eyes. 



28 



THE DYING MINSTREL. 



O, LET the strain be soft and low 

As gentlest breeze of southern clime, 
And let the words of feeling flow 

In sad and mournful time ; 
For never more the minstrel's art 

Shall brighten memories of the past ; 
With shadowy eye and fainting heart, 

He breathes his last, he breathes his last. 



\ 
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No more shall love and glory claim 

The burden of his glowing song ; 
For passion's wild and fitful flame, 

And warriors' deeds of wrong, 
His dying thoughts no longer share ; 

To heaven, while earth is fading fast. 
With humble penitence and prayer, 

He breathes his last, he breathes his last. 
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TO A PICTURE. 



I JOY to look upon thee, though thou art 

The shadow, merely, of the loved and lost. 

The memory of many happy hours, 

Departed never to pfeturn,. awakes 

And flashes brightly on me as I gaze. 

Thy soft black eyes seem fixed upon me now, 

With that same fond expression which they 

- '"' wore 
When first I murmured passionate vows of love. 
The hot o'erflowings of my swelling heart. 
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How perfectly thy clear and open brow, 

So full of innocent and glowing thought, 

Is shadowed forth! The sweet lips almost 

breathe ! 
And there 's thy hand, so delicately formed. 
With small, white, taper fingers, and the rings, 
So often envied. Ah ! how gracefully 
It rests upon thy bosom ! I should know 
That hand, among a thousand, as thy hand ! 
Thou pleasing, painful, mocking shadow ! back, 
Back to thy resting-place, and be thou hid 
. Prom peeping curiosity. My heart 

Shall throb against thee, but thou wilt not feel 
The gentle pressure and no answer give. 
Thou art unconscious of my tender care. 
Insensible to touch or word or glance 
Affectionate ; cold, still, and yet not dead. 
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I LOVE BUT ONE, I LOVE BUT THEE. 



They deem me fickle as the air, 

With vows for all and truth for none, 
But little for their thoughts I care. 

Thou know'st I love but thee alone. 
To others I may seem more kind 

And fonder far, but thou canst see, 
How much, with heart and soul and mind, 

I love but one, I love but thee. 
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When first I gazed upon thy face, 

« 

So radiant with joyous youth, 
So full of every winning grace, 

Affection, constancy, and truth, 
I felt, though I had loved before. 

That stronger still my love could be. 
All others' charms were prized no more, 

I loved but one, I loved but thee. 



I know thou never canst be mine, 

I dare not hope thy hand to win, 
But, O, such loveliness as thine 

To worship scarcely could be sin ! 
Still shall my love for thee remain. 

And my last dying words shall be, 
Though I have lived and loved in vain, 

I love but one, I love but thee. 
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MY BOYHOOD'S HOME. 



Green Mountain Land ! my once loved hap- 
py home ! 
My thoughts, so long estranged, are with 
thee now, 

r 

Bright visions of my early childhood come 
Again to bless me. On the rugged brow 

Of that Long Hill, where flocks and herds 
are seen, 
Reposing in the shade or wandering slow 
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Amidst the pastures, ever fresh and green, 
I stand and gaze upon the scene below, 
Where Queechy's crystal waters, gently mur- 
muring, flow. 

The sun is pausing on the lofty peak 

Of Killington, the giant of his race ; 
As loath to leave, his lingering glances streak 
The waving forest-tops with golden grace ; 
The varied labors of the day are past, 

The cool breeze rises from the far-off west, 
And now the evening star appears at last. 
And nearer comes the welcome hour of 
rest. 
The laborer's peaceful sleep, the sweetest and 
the best. 

But first the frugal meal, by hands prepared 
Which nursed me when a prattler on the 
knee, 
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And partly with my faithful playmate shared, 
Old Guess, a Yankee name, most dear to 
me ! 
I raised him from a suckling at the breast, 
And watched his rapid growth and gam- 
bols gay, 
And many a ramble have we had, in quest 
Of birds and squirrels, all the livelong 
day ; — 
Alas ! that time should steal those simple joys 
away. 

The supper o'er, upon the little stand 

A light is placed, my father sits beside, 
The latest news, grown old, is in his hand, 
His sunburnt face is flushed with honest 
pride ; 
His spectacles are to his forehead raised, 
He points, exulting, to the important 
clause ; — 
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My boy, another triumph, Heaven be praised ! 
Success attends the Democratic cause, 
The patriot Jackson yet shall execute the laws. 

My mother, blessings on her hallowed name ! 
Her sober mind intent on household cares. 
And deeming politicians all the same. 

But little in the thrilling pleasure shares ; 
She plies her knitting-work with wonted 
speed, 
Or, choosing something better understood, 
She bids him all the deaths and weddings read. 
And awful accidents by fire and flood, 
And marvels much at scenes of horror and of 
blood. 

My gentle sister, busy, all the while. 
In weaving flowers on her new lace veil, 

Now lifts her blue eyes with a blush and smile, 
And asks, if there be not some tender tale 
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Of friendship or of love. Her bosom swells 
At fancy's sketch of sorrows and of wrong. 
The long-drawn sigh, the falling tear-drop, 
tells 
How flows the current of her thoughts 
along, 
With sympathetic feelings, artless, fresh, and 
strong. 

The wooden clock has struck the hour of ten. 

The weary family for rest prepare. 
But, hark ! a sudden noise, again, again, 

And nearer and yet nearer ; who is there ? 
Quick start the anxious listeners to their feet, 
The watchful dog runs barking to the door, 
And wags his tail and whines with joy to 
meet 
Some old acquaintance, who have come 
once more ; 
My brothers are returned, their distant wander- 
ings o'er. 



J 
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The still night passes on. I sleep within 

My little chamber, as in other years, 
Ere life had lost its buoyancy or sin 

Had brought its gloomy train of doubts 
and fears ; 
Delightful slumbers, blissful dreams, are 
mine, 
A fairy world is round me, sylvan bow- 
ers, 
And lulling waterfalls, and forms divine, 
And birds and melody and fragrant flow- 
ers. 
And hills and valleys glad with sunshine and 
with showers. 

The spell is broken. Far, O, far away 
I drag along the heavy chain of life. 

More hateful still, as each succeeding day 
But swells the cumbrous load of care and 
strife ] 
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No quiet home, no kindred to uphold 

And cheer me, when reviled by slander- 
ous foes, 
And friendship, as the wintry air, grows cold. 
I scarcely hope for comfort and repose, 
Till o'er my breathless frame the silent grave 
shall close. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON THE LAST LEAF OF AN ALBUM. 
" Better ia the end of a thing than the beginning theieot" — Holy Writ. 

So, true to my motto, I take the last leaf, 
To scribble my rhymes on, as fittest of many, 

Than others, though far more unstudie3 and 
brief, 
I trust they are proffered sincerely as any. 

• • • • 

Among all the offerings the muses bestow, 
This may be, perhaps you will deem it, the 
worst. 
But, lady, we read in the Bible, you know, 
" The fiirst shall be last and the last shall be 
first." 
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A SONG FOR THEE, MARY. 



A SONG for thee, Maury, a gentle song 

1 will sing by the stars' soft light, 
And echo shall murmur the strain along, 

Till it dies on the silent night ; 
And joy shall throb in my heart that hour, 

For the theme of my song shall be 
Of our cottage home and our ivy bower, 

Of happiness, love, and thee, 

Mary, 
Of happiness, love, and thee. 
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I vrill mark the flush on thy pearly cheek 

And the flash of thy kindling eye, 
And love in thy whispered words shall speak, 

And breathe in thy tender sigh ; 
All care and sorrow shall be forgot, 

And the vision of hope shall be. 
Through every change of our future lot. 

Still happiness, love, and thee, 

Mary, 
Still happiness, love, and thee. 
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A CHARACTER. 



" Rejoice and be exceeding glad, for great 
Is your reward in heaven." Thus He spake, 
The blessed founder of our holy faith. 
Now mark that man. Behold his gloomy brow, 
The stern expression of his sunken eyes, 
His lips, which never move except a voice, 
Deep, hollow, and sepulchral, breaketh forth, 
Startling the ear which heareth. Slowly move 
His stiffened limbs and shadowy form, like 

those 
Who take the dead to their new home, the 

grave. 
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He hath a hateful aspect, such as springs 
From fear and anger, madness and despair. 
His coming seemeth like the going down 
Of ^winter's sun, his exit like the flash 
Of morning light upon the grateful earth. 
He entereth in where youth and joy have met, 
The play, the laughter, and the dance are o'er. 
The song is broken off, the lively strain 
Of music ceases, merry voices change 
To low and stifled whispers, no one smiles. 
The lamp burns dimly, and a coldness creeps 
Over the quivering frame and chills the blood 
Of innocence and beauty. Silence reigns. 
Even little children, such as Jesus blest. 
Draw lightlier their fragrant breath and seem 
Uneasy in his presence. Doubtless he 
Is one of the abandoned, lost to hope, 
Stained deeply, damnably, with sin, who feels 
A hell within his bosom and hath fear 
Of God's undying vengeance. No, O, no ! 
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He calls himself a Christian f He is one 
Of the supposed accepted, they who claim 
An entry in the ledger-book of life 
Eternal, who have golden harps, and crowns, 
And robes of righteousness, laid up in heaven ! 
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THOU ART CHANGED. 



Thou art changed, I know not why, 

For my heart is all thine own, 
There 's a coldness in thine eye, 

And thy voice has another tone. 
When I come, in doubt I stand 

By the slowly opened door, 
For the kindling smile and welcome hand 

Are mine, alas ! no more. 
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I am sad and fain would weep, 

But thcrtears refuse to flow, 
I can neither read nor sleep, 

My breast is so full of woe. 
I sit in my lonely room 

Through the weary day, and sigh 
For the joys that never more may come, 

The happy days gone by. 



1 will never breathe a thought, 

That to thee may seem like blame, 
I have loved thee as I ought, 

And I love thee still the same. 
They have made thee what thou art, 

Thou hast deemed me cold, unkind. 
But a warmer and a truer heart 

Thou never more wilt find. 
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LOVE 



Love, what a curious, comical thing it is, 
Pleasing, and teasing, and freezing us so ! 

Poisonous bee, with its honey and sting, it is 
Here, and 't is there, and wherever we go. 

Now it is courting, transporting, and thrilling us, 
Nothing in nature can equal our bliss, 

Now it is frowning, and chilling, and killing us, 
Plunging us down to the lowest abyss. 
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Then, of a night, how it sets us a dreaming O, 
Misses and«kisses flit over the brain, 

Gay dresses, bright tresses, caresses, all seem- 
ing so 
Real and true, that we waken with pain. 

Sometimes pathetic, jocose, metaphysical, 
Various aspects and manners it wears, 

The pretty and witty, the solemn and quiz- 
zical. 
All have their part of its pleasures and cares. 

When a mere boy, say — no matter how long 
ago,— 
One roguish girl played the mischief with 
mO) 
What with her smiling, beguiling, and tears, 
you know. 
Soon was I pitiful object to see. 
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O, how delightful and frightful to walk with 
her 
Down to the church, that stood towering 
hard by ! 
There while I tarried, unable to talk to her, 
Eying aad sighing and dying was I. 

Then what a quarrel ! I tremble to think of it ! 

Little was left me of life or of hope ; 
If not in despair, I was just on the brink of it ; 

Often I thought of a razor or rope. 

Ghostlike, I wandered for weeks by a lonely 
brook, 
Shaded by woods ; from society free. 
There, bent on the earth, my glazed eyeballs 
would only look 
Up, when my head struck the limb of a 
tree. 
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Well, sure enough, it was tough, but I bore 
it aU; 

Passion, like fashion, soon passes away ; 
The crisis once past, very fast I got o'er it all, 

How, even now, I am puzzled to say. 

Ah ! what a folly for bard, melancholy, 
Thus to be whining and rhyming about 

What, spite of all teaching, beseeching, and 
preaching. 
Scarcely we live with and can't live without. 
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WRFITEN AT SEA. 



God of the midnight stonn ! arise 

From thy almighty throne, 
And calm the warring seas and skies, — 

We look to Thee alone. 
For human strength and skill are past ; 
Aid, or this moment is our last. 

God of the elements ! whose breath 

Can stay their fearful strife, 
Preserve us from this awful death. 

Giver and Lord of life ! 
Speak, and assuage the tempest's wrath, 
Smile, and illume our gloomy path. 
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WRITTEN AT SEA. 



God of the ocean ! wild and dark, 
Upon whose troubled breast 

At random drives our shattered bark, 
O, hush thy child to rest. 

Before thy face, we prostrate bow ; 

God of the helpless ! hear us now. 
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TO MY MOTHER. 



Mt mother ! thinkest thou of thy poor boy, 

The wayward offspring of thy older years ? 
Is not thy heart a stranger to all joy, 

Thy bosom anxious with maternal fears ? 
Dost thou not often vainly seek repose, 

When night enshrouds thy humble cottage 
home, 
And, if perchance thy wearied eyelids close. 

Do not mysterious, solemn visions come. 
Until thou startest up from troubled sleep. 
To ponder on the past and for thy lost one 
weep? 
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My mother ! thou hast ever been to me, 
Since first, with wondering eye and rosy 
cheek, 
I sported laughingly upon thy knee. 
And learned some fond and foolish words to 
speak, 
All that the tenderest and best should be. 
From worldly struggles, prospects cold and 
drear. 
My nobler, holier thoughts are turned to thee, 
To that blest season, to remembrance dear, 
When care was not, and life and hope were 

young, 
And flowers, fresh and bright, around my path- 
way hung. 

My mother ! there is music in that name ! 

The warmest friendships of our youth decay, 
But thou hast been, wilt ever be, the same, — 

A mother's love can never pass away ! 
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In wealth and honor, poverty and shame, 
It changeth not, unless more pure to glow : 

Dear as her own, she holds her offspring's fame, 
Will share his pleasures, mitigate his woe, 

And when friends, fortune, character, are gone, 

And all but her revile, the mother still loves on. 

My own, my dearest mother ! dry thy tears. 

No longer sorrow for thy absent child ; 
Beyond the shadow of the past appears 

A light, which gleams less fitfully and wild. 
'Midst fertile fields, with fragrant verdure clad, 

Refreshed by southern breezes, soft and mild, 
O, if he would, he cannot well be sad, — 

Sweet hope has raised her drooping head 
and smiled. 
Though far his home and kindred, One is near, 
Who will protect thy child, — my mother ! 
canst thou fear? 
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LINES 

WRITTEN OK THE BLANK LEAF OF ▲ BIBLE BELONGING 
TO ▲ FASHIONABLE LADT. 

'T IS said, that they who never heard 
A tittle of the Holy Word 
Will suffer less, that fearful time. 
When judgment waits each damning crime ; 
But greater far will be their pain, 
Who might the precious volume gain ; 
How hard, O Lord, will be their lot, 
Who keep the book and read it not ! 
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GOOD-BYE. 



GooD-BTE. We must not meet again. 

Too often have we met. 
The longing of our hearts is vain, 

And we must both forget. 
But can we ? Can we love the less 

Because we breathe apart ? 
Can absence, distance, time, repress 

The fervor of the heart ? 
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Perhaps — alas ! we can but try, 

No wiser course appears ; 
'T is folly thus to mourn and sigh. 

And drown ourselves in tears ; 
This only aggravates our doom ; 

There may be no relief, 
But, cased in pride, we may assume 

The dignity of grief. 



My heart is very sorrowful for thee, 

Would I could say, my own, my cher- 
ished one. 
And fain beside thy pillow would I be 

To whisper hope. Heaven's pleasure 
must be done, 
And this poor favor is denied to me. 

Yet am I with thee in my lonelines 
Thy languid form and pallid face I set 

And share thy body's pain, thy soul 
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Thou hast been dear to me in health, I 
thought 
I could not prize thee more, but ah ! I fear 
I have not loved thee wholly, as I ought, 

For now I feel that thou art still more dear. 
God bless thee ! gentle maiden, and restore 
Thy buoyant step, bright smile, and blooming 
cheeks once more. 
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ODE TO ANDREW JACKSON. 

WElTim JAMOAKT 6, 1840. 

Fayortte of fortune and of fame ! 

First of thy country ! song of mine 
Can add no lustre to a name 

Honored and blest as thine. 
A nation sounds thy praise. 
Wherever float the stripes and stars, 
Borne by her bold, adventurous tars, 
Far as the sun-eyed eagle soars, 
Her roving sons, on distant shores, 
Their grateful tribute raise ; 
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For thou hast been, as thou shalt be, 
In every land, on every sea, 
The pride and glory of the free. 

Warrior and statesman of the age ! 
Thy deeds, on history's faithful page, 

Shall brighten with the lapse of time ,* 
Thy life, by sober judgment scanned. 
Shall furnish for thy father-land 

A moral, simple and sublime. 
The orphan boy, of humble birth. 

Spuming with scorn his country's foe, 
And mingling in the bloody fight, 
With freedom's fire and freedom's might, 

To strike the vengefid blow ; 
Advancing, with increasing worth. 

Through years of service, care, and toil, 
In battle, camp, and council-hall, 
Alike preeminent in all. 

Above the proudest lords of earth. 
Who riot on its spoil. 
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!En throned upon thy country's love, 
The servant of her sovereign will, 
Nor gold nor taunts nor threats could move 
Thy high and stern resolve, to prove 
True to her interest still. 

Thy days of fiery trial past. 
The voice of calumny, at last, 

Is silent as the grave ! 
And, spite of party zeal and strife, 
The bane and curse of social life, 
United hearts and tongues now vie 
To shout the universal cry, 

The Good ! the Wise ! the Brave ! 

And when thy noble form is laid 
By honored hands, as soon it must. 

Within that tomb, beneath the shade, 
Where sleeps thy loved one's hallowed 
dust. 



66 OOX TO ANDREW JACKSON. 

O, then shall millions, yet unbom, 
Proclaim thee as the worthiest one, 

On Freedom's joyous natal morn, 
To share their memories with him, 
Whose glories none can ever dim. 
The peerless Washington ! 



67 



THE COQUETTE. 



Look ! what a lovely being there ! 
Observe her form, her gait, her air ; 
Say, is she not most wondrous fair ? 

Ah ! woe is me ! 
A classic scholar might suppose 
Another Yenus just arose 

From frothy sea. 
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Her hands and feet — how small the size ! 
How very killing dark her eyes, 
Where Cupid, sly in ambush, lies 

With bow and arrow, 
And, aiming at surrounding beaux, 
Inflicts excruciating woes 

From skin to marrow ! 

She sings — her tones surpass the lute, 
She stops — how eloquently mute ! 
Her lips — what luscious, tempting fruit, 

Whence odors rise ! 
With what inimitable face. 
She smiles and frowns with equal grace, 

Or, languid, sighs ! 

To aid her native loveliness. 
How fashionably fine a dress. 
Exposing just enough to guess 
Of beauties hid ! 



THE COQUETTE. 69 

And think you I would link my fate 
With such an extra channing mate ? 
Good Lord ! forbid. 

And why ? what more could you desire, 
The wannest passion to inspire ? 
Will he not do (her wealthy sire) 

A generous part ? 
Yes, but between yourself and me, 
She lacks one master-witchery, 

Sfie has no heart ! 
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TO MY SISTER'S FIRST-BORN. 



Dear Babe, I know thou canst not read 

This greeting from a distant clime, 
And little wilt thou care, I ween. 

For well-turned phrase or happy rhyme. 
But thou canst grasp the proffered sheet, 

And, with a far more pure delight 
Than ever snarling critic felt. 

Canst laugh to see the black and white. 
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I know not why, but thou hast been 

More often in my mind of late, 
Than friends of tried and sterling proof, 

Or kindred of an older date ; 
And, trifling as the lay may seem 

To school-taught wisdom, thou shalt be, 
My only sister's first-bom child, 

A theme of poetry to me. 



And art thou, like thy mother, fair ? 

And are thine eyes of darkest blue ? 
Or hast thou more thy father's air 

And manly port ? I would I knew. 
One kiss of thy sweet lips, my boy. 

One glance, alone, of thy young face, 
Lit up with smiles of innocence. 

To me were worth a monarch's place. 
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They love thee, ay, I know it well. 

Thou art the plaything, pet, and pride 
Of all within that old farm-house, 

Warm-sheltered by the mountain-side ; 
And many an earnest prayer they breathe, 

That He, who blest in olden time 
The helpless ones of Judah's race, 

May watch thy youth and guard thy prime. 



And thou art happy now, 't is thine 

To hang upon thy mother's breast, 
To dance upon thy grandsire's knee, 

Or, in the new-bought cradle, rest. 
And, if one sorrow ever comes 

To fill thine eyes, how short its stay ! 
A word, a fond caress, and thou 

Canst sleep to rest and wake to play. 
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And thou hast not a thought for him, 

Thy father, far away where blows 
The fearful hurricane, and hot 

The torrid sun with fever glows ; 
His cradle is the tall, stout ship, 

And when, the day's rough labor o'er. 
By foaming billows rocked, he sleeps. 

His lullaby the ocean's roar. 



His dreams are of his native land, 

Domestic joys, parental bliss, 
The cottage, rising to his view, 

The glad surprise, the welcome kiss ; 
And soon will he, unharmed, return, 

By gentle breezes borne, no more, 
For gain of paltry gold, to leave 

His own loved wild New England shore. 
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Old friends, kind neighbours, thronging round. 

The seaman to his home shall greet, 
And thou wilt throw thy little arms 

Around his neck, and smile so sweet, 
And look so like his fondest dream 

Of what his first-born child should be. 
He '11 press thee to his grateful heart, 

And swear no more to trust the sea ! 
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SHE 'S YOUNG AND ARTLESS YET. 



She 's young and artless yet, 

Though blest with beauty rare ; 
No maiden have I met, 

So faultless and so fair ] 
Her form is full of grace, 

Her step is light and free, 
And, beaming from her face. 

Her whole soul you may see. 



1 
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Her voice, so soft and clear, 

In varied music falls 
Upon the listener's ear, 

And every sense enthralls. 
Her smile, as simbeeim bright 

Upon the opening flower, 
Is full of life, and light, 

And joy-inspiring power. 



Kind angels watch above 

That happy maiden's rest, 
And what a world of love 

Lies slumbering in her breast ! 
But who that rest shall break, 

No mortal may divine ,* 
O, would her heart might wake 

To throb and glow with mine ! 
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THE GRAVE. 



Why should the good go there ? 

'T is a cold and dark abode 
For the holy men of praise and prayer, 
Who have dwelt so long in the pleasant air 

And sunshine of their God. 

Why go the learned and wise 

To a house so close and damp ? 
They can gaze not there on the mystic skies, 
And watch the stars as they fall and rise, 
Nor read by the midnight lamp. 
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Why go the rich and gay 

To a hut so mean and small ? 
No chance is there for a proud display, 
There is scarcely room, in the walls of clay, 

For the busy worms to crawl. 

But for him who is struggling on 

In wild ambition's race, 
Who feels that the goal cannot be won, 
That his spirits droop, and his strength is gone, 

'T is a quiet resting-place. 

And for him who has weary grown 

Of a world that loves him not. 
Whose joys have withered and hopes have 

flown. 
Whose only wish is to be alone, 

Indeed, 't is an envied spot. 



^ 



79 



TO 



WBO OAVB MX A R0SX-BT7D. 



Thine, joyous maiden, to command ! 

My heart grows warmer as I take 
The dewy rose-bud from thy hand, 

To cherish for thy sake ; 
And doubly dear the gift to me. 
As emblematical of thee. 

For, like this tender, fragrant flower. 
The loveliest of all that bloom, 

Art thou, in girlhood's sunny hour, 
Just budding, — and for whom ? 

Ah ! happiest of mortals, he, 

For whom the blushing rose shall be. 
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THE CARICATURE. 



Kind reader, pardon me, I fain would tell 
A foolish story of my school-boy days. 
One balmy evening, when the southern breeze 
Was stealing kisses from the half-closed lips 
Of virgin flowers (critic, do not frown). 
My hated lesson gladly flung aside, 
I hastened where some dozen happy girls 
Beneath the shade were romping. Much they 

talked, 
And played, and laughed, and sung, and danced, 

save one. 
The fairest and the loveliest of all. 
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Dark-eyed Lauretta. Silent and alone, 
But not unseen, she kept. Her left hand held, 
Or rather bore upon its open palm, 
What scarce was whiter than itself, a sheet 
Of drawing-paper, over whku, at times, 
In seeming carelessness < she lightly drew 
A busy pencil, but fitll oft her eye 
Glanced roguishly ,irom 'neath its silken lash 

Ai ^7- (ah! I '11 /tell you soon), and now and 

— , t^ 

then 
A smile would come unbidden, which to hide. 
She knit her brows and bit her pretty lip. 
At last, her work complete, the graceful girl 
With sudden motion dropped it in her lap, 
And, with her little fingers throwing back 
The truant curls that played around her face. 
She turned her speaking eyes on me, and raised 
One long, wild peal of laughter. Soon around 
Her gay companions thronged. In turn, they 

looked 
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And laughed and looked again, until I blushed, 
And hung my head, and knew not what to 

say; 
But still the laughter louder, wilder grew. 
I could not bear it longer, so I snatched 
(A most ungallant deed !) the curious cause 
Of my confusion and the maidens' sport. 

Ha ! ha ! your humble servant, there he was, 
Not quite in proper person. Wide the mouth 
From ear to ear extended, nose and chin 
Were forming close acquaintance, eyes that 

well 
Might grace a giant of the olden time, 
And forehead low and like, yes, very like, 
Almost exactly like — I don't know what. 
Set off the picture ; yet, in truth, there was 
Sufficiency of likeness to explain 
Its object and intention. Folded up 
As neatly as a thousand-dollar note, 
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I placed it in my pocket, heeding not 
The vain entreaties of the angry fair. 

Two tedious years passed on. Beneath the 

same 
Protecting roof we slumbered, every morn 
We met each other at the table-side, 
We dined and supped together, often sat 
For hours and studied by a lamp which lent 
Its friendly aid to both, we never shunned. 
Indeed, we rather sought companionship. 
But, Heaven forgive me ! never word we spake. 
Or look of reconciliation gave. 

And now I do remember something more, — 
A pleasant garden and a fragrant bower, 
Enlivened by the moonbeams, peeping through, 
A stolen interview, more sweet for that, 
A heated bosom and a throbbing heart. 
Tones, hurried, low, and tremulous, a flush 
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Like fire upon the cheeks, an earnest prayer 

For pardon, rows of never-ending love, 

A soft, warm hand extended, which was 

grasped, 
Some tears of pleasm'e, which were kissed 

away. 
One fond embrace, another, yet another. 
And then — and then — Lauretta '5 married 

now I 
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LINES 



rOUND ON THE DESK OT ▲ SUICIDE. 



" I shall do mj fKends no wrong, for I hare none to lament me, the 
world no injury, fi>r in it I have nothing ; im&j in the world I fill up 
a place which may be better supplied when I hare made it empty." — 
Sfiak^)eare. 



I AM ready to die, and I care not when 

The cold clods of clay are thrown o'er me ; 

If I could, I would not live my life o'er again, 
And more dark is the prospect before me. 
Who heeds the gay follies of earth, 
Who boasts of his riches and birth, 
Let him tremble and fear, 
When the tyrant draws near. 
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To drag him from .all that he loves and 

holds dear ; 
I will meet him with smiles of delight. 
Till he start and grow pale at the sight, 
To know there is one, 
Who, with life just begun, 
Is sick of the course he is destined to run, 
Ay, one whom he cannot affright ; 
Who looks on the grave as a spot 
Where the wretched are laid and forgot. 
Where nothing of sorrow or pain. 
Or madness of heart or of brain. 
Can ever an entry obtain. 
Who feels that he never need care 
For lack of the sunlight and air. 
Already the victim of hopeless despair, 
He should not — God's mercy ! he cannot 

worse fare, 
For the demons of hell are all here and not 

there. 
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I WILL BE SAD NO MORE. 



Nat, blame me not because my brow 

Is sometimes sad and dark with care ; 
It will no longer be, when thou 

My every joy and grief wilt share ; 
When thou art mine, for ever mine. 

The anxious, trembling moment o'er. 
And my heart's truth is pledged with thine, 

O, then, Iwill be sad no more. 



One gentle word, one smile from thee, 

Can bring the sunshine to my face ; 
Look, dearest, canst thou longer see 

Of sorrow there a single trace ? 
Whilst thou art seated by my side, 

What earthly loss can I deplore ? 
My own, my bosom's treasure, pride • 

I will, I can be sad no more. 



When all around was dark and drear, 

And troubles thronged my lonely way, 
Sweet star of hope ! thou didst appear. 

The promise of a brighter day. 
Thou cam'st to gladden and to bless, 

To waken joys, unfelt before, 
My all of human happiness ! 

With thee I can be sad no more. 
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TO A LITTLE GIRL. 



LovELT little Chastalet ! 
Gem of beauty, rarely set, 
Form of every budding grace, 
Innocent and happy face, 
Silken hair of glossy brown, 
Forehead fair, without a frown, 
Lips, which mock the coral dye. 
Dimpled cheek and hazel eye. 
Manner neither bold nor shy. 
Glances, soft and full of light. 
Smiles, surpassing sweet and bright, 
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Gentle voice, of flute-like tone, 
Artless words, aflFection's own, 
Springing, gushing all the while 
From a heart which knows no guile. 
Every thing around thee seems 
Radiated by thy beams ; 
Whensoever thou art nigh. 
Blither, happier am I ; 
With thy presence glide away 
All the troubles of the day, 
I forget myself in thee, 
I no other object see. 
Child of isinless purity ! 

Come, and rest thy hand in mine. 
Fondly on my breast recline, 
Thou hast won me, I am thine ; 
Thine to fondle and caress, 
Thine to cherish, thine to bless. 
Let me on thy features gaze, 
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Mark thy thousand winning ways, 
Make thee theme of song and praise. 
And, if poet's prayer can rise, 
Grateful incense to the skies, 
Living, ever shalt thou be 
From all pain and sorrow free, 
Health shall bloom upon thy cheek, 
Music in thine accents speak, 
Joy within thy bosom swell, 
Love for ever with thee dwell, 
Till, impatient of thy stay 
In this tenement of clay. 
Envious of thy sojourn here, 
Distant from thy proper sphere, 
Every earthly fetter riven, 
God shall take thee home to heaven. 
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STANZAS 



ADAPTBD TO A MBZICAll AUL 



One summer eve, when twilight, soft descend- 
ing, 
Her grateful shadow cast o'er earth and sea, 
And in the west a thousand hues were blend- 
ing, 
While dew-drops gathered on the flowery lea, 
I stood beside a clear and gentle river. 

And watched the winding current's ceaseless 
flow. . 
Alas ! I sighed, could life be thus for ever, 
The streamlet's purity, the sunset's glow ! 
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But, as I gazed, the blended colors faded, 

Tempestuous clouds in billowy masses rose. 
And darkness, gloomy and profound, pervaded 

The scene, so lovely at the evening's close. 
Adown the valley rushed the foaming torrent, 

With lightning's flash and thunder's fearful 
roll, 
Ah ! such, I cried, to love and joy abhorrent. 

The turbid passions of the darkened soul. 
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A BACHELOR'S COMPLAINT. 



"I can get no remedy against this consumption of the purse. '' 

SHAK8PBAB& ' 



Heiguho ! my pockets are empty enough, 
I can't, for my life, make them jingle, 

I wish I had more of the wicked stuflF, 
I am weary of jogging on single. 

Ladies are plenty and not very shy. 
Some of them sweeter than honey 

And gayer than humming-birds, but, by the bye, 
They all know the value of money. 
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If you dress richly and live at your ease, 
With servants, bank-notes, and plantation, 

You may have just the number of sweethearts 
you please. 
Who will love you almost to vexation. 

But when your last coat has grown threadbare, 
and all 
Your prospects begin to look dreary. 
To make the more signal and painful your 
fall. 
With your fortune goes also your deary. 

They like admiration, new frocks, and good 
cheer, 

Attendants, fine gardens and houses, 
Gay equipage, when they in public appear, 

Spruce beaux and obedient spouses. 
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Begone, Sir, exclaims every smart little miss, 
With voice, eye, and smile all bewitching ; 

I would rather live easy in maidenly bliss, 
Than marry and work in the kitchen. 

So here I am single, and penniless too, 
With no means of refilling my coffers ; 

If I go in my old, tattered clothing to woo, 
Lord bless me ! how dare I make offers ! 

I have pondered many a rainy day, 
In the silence of midnight reflected. 

How I could, in a legal and honest way, 
Grow rich and be henceforth respected. 

But this way, the other, and all will not do, 
My purse comes no nearer to filling. 

To a cobbler, for mending an old, worn shoe, 
I, yesterday, paid my last shilling. 
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O, poverty sure is a chilling thing, 
What can there be that is colder ? 

If it pinches me thus in life's warm spring, 
I fear it will freeze me when older. 
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A SUMMER NIGHT. 



O, IS not this a night for love ! 

The moon is beaming bright above, 

While, trembling, sparkling here and there, 

The stars peep through the clear blue air, 

And clouds, those changeful, fairy things, 

Have flown away on silvery wings. 

So softly blows the western breeze, 

It wakens not the slumbering trees, 

Nor raises on the limpid pool 

The slightest ripple ; yet — how cool 
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And pleasant to the fevered brow ! — 
Reviving nature feels it now. 
The pearly dew, with healing power, 
Palls lightly on each herb and flower, 
Which, bowed by noonday's fervent heat, 
Now lift their languid heads to greet 
The laughing morn with altered mien, 
A purer fragrance, fresher green. 
The varied landscape, lovelier made 
By blended tints of light and shade. 
Like bashful girl, whose veil reveals 
One half her beauties, half conceals. 
Unfolds, to the admiring sight, 
A faultless picture of delight ! 
To charm the uncorru,^ted ear. 
Unstudied music, wild and clear. 
Prolongs its ever-varying strain 
O'er hill and dale and cultured plain. 
The cricket's cheerful song, begun 
At early eVt, is not yet done ; 
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The whippoorwill's melodious throat 
Now warbles forth her plaintive note ; 
The frog, his slimy bed forsook, 
Looks out from fen or stagnant brook 
To join the tuneful choir, and, hark ! 
I hear the faithful watch-dog's bark ] 
So, let the wary thief beware, 
Who, lawless, lurks for plunder there. 
Yon streamlet, stranger to repose. 
With whispered cadence, onward flows 
To gain its far-ofi* home. of rest. 
Upon the ocean's heaving breast. 

How sweet, at such a witching hour. 
To steal to some secluded bower. 
Where maiden, beautiful and bright, 
As poets haunt in dreams of night, 
With eyes like those whose sunny glance 
Lit up the days of old romance. 



A SUMMER NIGHT. 101 

In pensive mood, unconscious sighs, 
And mark the telltale blush arise 
And vanish and appear once more, 
Chin, cheeks, and temples mantling o'er ! 
And sweeter far to venture near. 
When gone each startling doubt and fear, 
And, in a low, confiding tone, 
A passion, long concealed, to own. 
To listen for the heart's reply. 
The scarcely breathed assenting sigh, 
To grasp the hand, to feel the bliss 
Imparted by the first warm kiss. 
And know that all which gives to earth, 
Cold dungeon else, its light and worth, 
Which, dear as life, with life endures, 
A maiden's guileless love is yours. 
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TO KATE, 



When first I met and knew you, Kate, 

I cared but little for you then. 
But very, very much of late, 

The how, the wherefore, and the when. 
Would puzzle me, perhaps, to tell. 

Or why I loved you not before. 
But now, you know, I love you well, 

And every day I love you more. 
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I will not praise your form or face 

Nor boast the lustre of your eyes ; 
The beauty yours, and yours the grace, 

Which knows no change, which time defies, 
A pure and unsuspecting mind, 

A generous and confiding heart, 
With manners modest, gentle, kind, 

Devoid of trickery and art. 



It may be true, you might not shine, 

The toast of coxcomb or of fool, 
Among the ladies, called divine 

By beardless rhymesters, just from school ; 
These may attract the stranger's gaze 

At church or party, fair or ball, 
But, spite of all their winning ways, 

I think and know you worth them all. 
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You were not merely made for show, 

Like butterfly, just from the shell, 
To dazzle every foppish beau 

And flutter as the village belle ; 
'T is yours to charm the social hearth. 

Where dwell the real joys of life, 
And make a little heaven on earth 

For him who proudly calls you wife. 
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HYMN. 



My Father and my God ! to thee 
I humbly raise my feeble voice ; 

Thou, who from dark despair canst free, 
O, bid thine erring child rejoice ! 

Afar from home, afar from those 

Who cheered and blest my early days, 

Perplexed with doubts, oppressed with woes, 
I wander on life's devious ways. 
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I look around ; no friend is near, 
No form familiar greets mine eye, 

There is not one would drop a tear 
Of sorrow o'ej me, should I die. 

But strangers coldly watch my way, 
My every word and action scan, 

They mark how oft my footsteps stray, 
How poor, how weak, how frail the man. 

I know not what the world may think, 
I care not what the world may say, 

From its rude gaze I will not shrink, 
Nor turn with trembling fear away. 

Almighty Spirit ! hear my call ; 

Lay thou my inmost bosom bare, 
That friends and kindred, foes and all, 

May see what thoughts are harboured there. 
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When weary, faint, and sad I feel, 

■ 

My soul with noble ardor fill, 
And teach me, with unwavering zeal, 
To love thy word and do thy will. 
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THE BUD AND THE BLOSSOM. 



Sweet Susie ! when thy budding charms 

Attracted first my roviifg gaze, 
Unheeding reason's prompt alarms, 

With thee I passed the halcyon days. 
Thy voice so kind, thy heart so true, 

And pure as angels' thoughts above, 
Alas ! dear girl, what could I do 

But look and listen, hope and love ? 
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And now, when years have glided by, 

The bud a beauteous blossom grown, 
With scarce a hope and many a sigh, 

I still thy gentle bondage own. 
With charms matured, a brighter hue, 

A richer fragrance, than before, 
Alas ! dear girl, what can I do 

But listen, look, and love the more ? 
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LIFE. 



All OLD man's SOLILOftUr. 



Life ! for a moment, pause. 

Thou hast journeyed far and fast, 
And thy dusty, wayworn chariot draws 

Nigh to the goal, at last. 
Pause, with the yawning grave in view, 
And think of the scenes thou hast hurried 
through. 

Infancy, helplessness, 

With alternate cries and sleep, — 
Cries soon hushed by the soft caress. 

Sleep unbroken and deep, — 
With its wants supplied and its griefs gone by 
Before the tears they have caused are dry. 



LIFE. Ill 

Childhood, season of bliss, 

With its fair, round, rosy cheeks. 

So often pressed by the mother's kiss. 
And its smiles and roguish freaks ; 

With its plays and sports and pastimes many, 

And its pains and sorrows few, if any. 

Youth, with its feelings new 

Of rapturous love and joy. 
The boiling caldron of false and true, 

The gold with the base alloy ; 
Period, dreamy, wild, and strange, 
With love that maddens and joys that change. 

Manhood, thoughtful and grave, 

On riches and power intent. 
Ready the sea and storm to brave, 

Though hull and rigging be rent ; 
When, with judgment ripe and with passion 

strong. 
We know the right and we do the wrong. 
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Age, burdened with care 

And sickness and sins of the past, 
And breaches of duty, too late to repair, 

A wreck, on the desert cast, 
To moulder, crumble, and rot away. 
Yet, fools ! we wish to prolong our stay ! 

Life, O life, speed on ! 

There is nothing left thee here, 
Speed, till the fearful goal be won ; 

Darkness and dangers are near, 
But cheer thee and burst through the ray- 
less gloom 
To the light immortal beyond the tomb. 
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CARELESS RHYBfES. 



There is a maiden, young and fair, 
With laughing eyes and curling hair, 
A pleasant smile and a tempting lip. 
Where the busy bees might honey sip, 
A cleai^toned voice and a cheerful talk, 
A dainty foot and a graceful walk, 
A dimpled chin and a fairy form, 
A thoughtful head and a bosom warm. 
She lives, — but I have not told you where, 
And her name is — stop, I must have more 
care. 

8 
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I think she loves me ; call me vain 

If you please, my friends, I will not complain. 

I have my failings, have you many ? 

I was told of some and will tell — not any. 

I shall heed not what you say or do, 

If you laugh at me, I will laugh at you. 

I think she loves me. Never a word 
Of fond confession have I heard ] 
But neither much of praise or blame 
Denotes where bums the secret flame. 
And the tongue is a curious thing of art, 
More often ruled by the brain than heart. 

She loves me ! yes, it must be so ; 

You may doubt its truth, but I know, I know. 

The innocent blush and the eloquent eye 

Are very seldom known to lie. 

And then she is merry when I am glad, 

And she looks so grave when I am sad ! 
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'T is love, 't is love, the purest, best, 
That ever thrilled in a human breast. 
And, O, I swear by the topmost curl 
That shades her brow, she's a matchless girl ! 

She must be mine and mine alone 
Before another hour has flown. 
I will suppliant kneel at my idol's feet, — 
How fast my anxious heart will beat ! — 
And breathe my vows to a willing ear. 
Nor wait the soft response to hear, 
For the tearful eye and the burning cheek 
Will tell before the tongue can speak ; 
And then our glowing lips shall meet 
In a mutual kiss, so warm, so sweet, 
That treacherous time shall have no power 
To steal the memory of that hour. 
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DARK SHADOWS GATHER ROUND MY 

WAY. 



Dark shadows gather round my way, 

As wearily I journey on, 
Impatient for the better day, 

The ever-cloudless sim. 
Which beams upon the pure and blest, 
Who reach the Home of joy and rest. 
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* 

For me no longer life has charms, 
I feebly draw the hateful breath, 

And pine to sink within thy arms, 
Friend of the hopeless, death ; 

Disburdened of the earthly clod, 

The eager soul would seek its God. 



Forgetful of the dreary past, 
Forgiving all, by all foi^iven. 

How gladly will it find, at last. 
The blissful calm of heaven ! 

Shout ! for the hour is near at hand, 

The shipwrecked wanderer sees, the land. 
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THE SISTERS. 



Dear Anna ! dear Lucy ! I scarcely can tell 
Which one is the dearer where both so excel. 
So equally balanced the beauty and grace, 
So much to admire in each figure and face, 
The judgment is puzzled, and vainly I 've tried 
The doubtful and delicate point to decide. 
The features of Anna, how faultless and fair ! 
And Lucy's, how much of expression is there ! 
The former, so innocent, pensive, and sweet. 
The latter, with every attraction complete. 
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The lips of the one, how inriting the hue ! 
The eyes of the other, what eloquent blue ! 
Does Anna more witchingly move in the dance ? 
How Lucy's soft whispers the senses entrance ! 
Is Anna more tender, affectionate, kind ? 
In Lucy, what elegance, learning, and mind ! 
When Anna is near me, her sister not by, 
I fancy her dearer, but cannot tell why ; 
But Anna away and the bright Lucy there, 
That she is the dearest, I 'm ready to swear ; 
And when both together their graces display, 
The poet, bewifdered, has nothing to say. 
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THE WISH. 



When thou shalt read, in &fter years, 

This unpretending verse of mine. 
May all that now so much endears 

Thee imto life be thine : 
A gentle spirit, such as now 

Beams from thine eyes of heavenly hue, 
And casts its sunshine on thy brow, 

A heart, as warm and true ; 
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Wealth, amply large for every need 

Of comfort, charity, and ease, 
Indulgent kindred, friends, indeed. 

Anxious to aid and please ; 
With health, to brighten every bliss, 

And love to lighten every care, 
And grateful memory of this, 

The stranger's wish, the stranger's prayer. 
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I AM THINKING OF THEE. 



I AM thinking of thee, I am thinking of thee, 

Wherever I wander, by land or by sea. 
t 
At home in my study, abroad on the way, 

Thine image is with me by night and by day ; 

It cheers me in sorrow, sustains me in pain, 

For I feel I must live till I meet thee again. 

I am thinking of thee, I am thinking of thee, 
Though circled by beauty and fashion I be ; 
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But jewels may sparkle and bright eyes may 

shine, 
rrhey cannot eclipse the mild lustre of thine ; 
There is nothing I hear, there is nothing I see. 
So lovely and dear as the memory of thee. 

I am thinking of thee, I am thinking of thee. 
And hope sweetly whispers, thou thinkest of me. 
As pensive I gaze on the star of the west, 
Which, pure as thy spirit, seems watching its 

rest, 
I fancy, in dreams, thy young bosom may yearn 
For the hour and the joy of the wanderer's re- 
turn. ^ 
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SHALL I SEE THEM NO MORE? 



Shjlll I see them no more ? Must I die far away 
Prom all I so loved in life's earlier day ? 
The parents, who taught me the lessons of truth, 
The brothers, who shared all the joys of my 

youth, 
The one gentle sister, whose smiles could de- 
stroy 
All the fanciful griefs of the passionate boy, 
The schoolmates, my playmates when study 

was o'er. 
Shall I see them no more ? — shall I see them 
no more ? 
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Shall I see them no more, — the Green Moun- 
tains, that rose, 
Throug;h the warm summer sky, to the region 

of snows ? 
The valley, where often I pensively strayed. 
The brook where I fished and the woods where 

I played, 
The cottage, that stood by the side of the hill, 
And the cool spring, hard by, with its mur- 
muring rill, 
The apple and cherry trees, close by the door, — 
Shall I see them no more? — shall I see them 
no more ? 

O, bright are the skies that hang over me now. 
And soft is the breeze to my feverish brow ; 
I fly to the lovely and mirth-moving throng, 
I join in the laughter, the dance, and the song, 
But, gazing on visions of beauty and grace. 
The shadow of sadness steals over my face. 
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I sigh for the loved ones time may not restore ; 
Shall I see them no more ? — shall I see them 
• no more? 

O God ! let me die, where I drew my &st 

breath, 
With my friends and my kindred around me 

in death. 
Let not the rude hand of the stranger be laid 
On the cold, silent image of clay thou hast made ; 
When the spirit is gone, let my body repose 
In its old mountain-home, where the evergreen 

grows. 
Where they who still love me my loss will 

deplore ; — 
Shall I see them no more ? — shall I see them 

no more ? 
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SONG. 



O, WHY will you bother me, Kate, 

With your smiles and good humor so sly, 
With your songs and your innocent prate. 

And that eloquent glance of your eye ? 
I 'm weary of being in love. 

It has long been the curse of my life ; 
By all the big planets above, 

I want neither sweetheart nor wife. 
So why will you bother me, Kate ? 
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I tremble to sit by your side, 

I am fearful of hearing you sing, 
For I have the experiment tried, 

And, indeed, 't is a dangerous thing ! 
Alas ! that I ever should more 

Be ensnared by a beauty and belle ! 
Sure my heart, always wounded and sore, 

Will never have time to get well. 
Then, why will you bother me, Kate ? 

There 's something, I cannot tell what, 

In the magnetic charm of your face, 
Which induces me, whether or not, 

To seek you in every place. 
Don't look at me, Siren, I pray. 

Or endeavour to frown, if you do, 
Till you drive me with coldness away, 

To be caught by another like you, 
And beware how you bother me, Kate. 



129 



OUR COUNTRY GIRLS. 



Though fools deride and frown the wise, 

I love to think, I love to rhyme, 
Of forms that beauty's self might prize, 

And youthful bosoms void of crime. 
Nor need I wander far away. 

In search of brighter charms than those, 
Which, unambitious of display, 

Our own dear coimtry girls disclose. 
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There may be more of fashion's air 
And tinsel show and studied art, 

Among your famous city fair, 

But these can seldom touch the heart. 

O faultless Nature ! give to me 
Thy simple and expressive grace, 

Thy voice, from affectation free, 

« 

Thy virgin soul and truthful face. 



And these are yours, yi'tevely flowers, 

That grow and blossom round me here. 
Enlivening all my social hours 

With words and smiles alike sincere. 
And while, as even now,^ I gaze 

And listen to your bird-like tones, 
I feel how feeble all his praise, 

Who thus, with pride, your merit owns. 
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My days of wild romance are past, 

The poet dreams of bliss no more, 
He little thinks, while life shall last, 

To feel as he has felt before ; 
But innocence and beauty still 

Can warm his blood and charm his sight. 
And his rekindling bosom fill 

With new emotions of delight. 
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THOU LOVEST ANOTHER, MARY. 



Thou lovest another, Mary, 

Thou lovest him alone ; 
Thine eyes confess it, Mary, 

Thy looks, thy words, thy tone. 
Thou art sad when he is absent, 

Thou art happy by his side, 
He has wooed and won thee, Mary, 

And thou wilt be his bride. 
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But will he love thee, Mary, 

As I have loved thee long ? 
And as I must love thee ever, 

Though the world may deem me wrong ,* 
Does he love thee as thou lovest. 

With a pure and holy flame ? 
Would he die to save thee, Mary ? 

Would he give up wealth and fame ? 



I shall see thee at thy bridal. 

Thou wilt ask me to be there. 
Thy guests will smile and bless thee, 

But who for me will care ? 
When thy vow is past recalling, 

When thou art no longer free. 
When thy heart is pledged for ever. 

Thou, thou wilt care for me. 
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Thou canst not well forget me, 

The time may come at laflt. 
When, hopeless and forsaken, 

Thou wilt regret the past ; 
When his love has changed to coldness, 

And his eyes are turned from thine, 
And thy home is dark and lonely, 

Thou wilt sigh for love like mine. 
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THE SLIPPERS. 



Ah ! Lucy, you mischievous maiden, to send 
Such a beautiful gift to your bachelor friend. 
A whole pair of slippers, when, really, from you 
I had nothing to hope but the tip of your shoe.* 
So tasteful and splendid, too, crimson and gold, 
duite worthy the feet of a fairy to hold. 
Thanks, warm and unnumbered ! Why, bless 

you ! sweet girl. 
My heart is on fire and my brain in a whirl. 

* An alloflion to a well-kno^vn Western phrase. 
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Was ever a poet so honored before, 

Since Adam, poor fellow, was turned out of 

door? 
They may talk of the holly, the laurel, and bay, 
The glory awarded when breath is away ! 
But give to me something substantial, like 

these. 
Rare union of beauty with comfort and ease. 
When day has departed and labor is o'er. 
And business and law-books perplex me no 

more. 
My hat on the table, my boots thrown aside, 
How I '11 gaze on your present with fondness 

and pride. 
Till, at last, half asleep in my eaj^y arm-chair, 
I shall dream that both you and the slippers are 

there. 
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MY LAST SONG 'S FOR THEE, SUSIE. 



My last song 's for thee, Susie, 

My last song 's for thee. . 

There may be gems more rare. 

There may be flowers more fair, 

But none so dear to me, Susie, 

None, none so dear to me. 

I dare breq^the it now, Susie, 

I dare breathe it now, 
When life is ebbing fast. 
And each pulse may be the last. 
And death is on my brow, Susie, 

And death is on my brow. 
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I know thou wilt weep, Susie, 

I know thou wilt weep, 
When my heart shall silent be, 
And can throb no more for thee, 
And beneath the sod I sleep, Susie, 

Beneath the sod I sleep. 

My last thought is thine, Susie, 

My last thought is thine. 
Thy sweet, sad face I see, 
And it seems to smile on me. 
And in death thou still art mine, Susie, 

In death thou still art mine. 
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ENDURANCE. 



'T IS bitter to endure the wrong 
Which evil hands and tongues commit, 

The bold encroachments of the strong, 
The shafts of calumny and wit, 

The scornful bearing of the proud, 

The sneers aqd laughter of the crowd. 

And harder still it is to bear 

The censure of the good and wise, 

Who, ignorant of what you are, 
Or blinded by the slanderer's lies, 

Look coldly on, or pass you by 

In silence, with averted eye. 
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But when the friends, in whom your trust 
Was steadfast as the mountain rock. 

Fly and are scattered, like the dust, 
Before misfortune's whirlwind shock, 

Nor love remains to cheer your fall, 

This is more terrible than all. 

Yet even this and these, ay, more. 
Can be endured and hope survive ; 

The noble spirit still may soar. 
Although the body fails to thrive ; 

Disease and want may wear the frame. 

Thank God ! the soul is still the same. 

Hold up your head, then, man of grief, 
Nor longer to the tempest bend ; 

Or soon or late must come relief. 
The coldest, darkest night will end. 

Hope, in the true heart, never dies ; 

Trust on, the day-star yet shall rise. 
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Conscious of purity and worth, 

You may, with calm assurance, wait 

The tardy recompense of earth. 

And, e'en should justice come too late 

To soothe the spirit's homeward flight. 

Still Heaven, at last, the wrong shall right. 
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THE LAST TEAR I SHED. 



The last tear I shed was the wann one that 
fell, 

As I kissed thee, dear mother, and bade thee 
farewell ; 

When I saw the deep anguish impressed on 

thy face, 
And felt for the last time a mother's embrace, 
And heard thy choked accents, impassioned 

and wild, 
God bless thee for ever ! God bless thee ! my 

child. 



THE LAST TEAR I SHED. 143 

I thought of my boyhood, thy kindness to me, 
When, youngest and dearest, I sat on thy knee, 
Thy love to me ever so fondly expressed. 
As I grew up to manhood, unconscious how 

blest, 
Thy praises when right, and thy chidings 

when wrong. 
While wayward with passions, unyielding and 

strong. 



[ thought of thy counsels, unheeded or spumed. 
As mirth had enlivened or anger had burned. 
And how, when by sickness all helpless I lay. 
Thou didst nurse me and soothe me by night 

and by day. 
How much I had been both thy sorrow and 

joy, 
And my feelings o'erflowed, and I wept like 
a boy. 
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Years, years of endurance have vanished, and 

now 
There is pain in my heart, there is care on my 

brow. 
The visions of fancy and hope are all gone, 
And cheerless I travel life's pathway alone. 
Alone? Ay, alone; though some kind ones 

there be, 
There are none here to love me, to love me 

like thee. 



My mother, dear mother, cold-hearted they 

deem 
Thy offspring, but, O, I am not what I seem ; 
Though calmly and tearless all changes I bear, 
Could they look in my bosom, the feeling is 

there. 
And now, sad and lonely, as memory recalls 
Thy blessing at parting, again the tear falls. 
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THE *VOLUNTEERS. 



The war-cloud rolls from the lurid south, 
Her dark marauders have sallied forth ; 
They have dared to tread on freedom's soil, 
With hearts of hate and with hands of spoil ,* 
But the eagle's eye has marked their track, 
His glance has frightened the cravens back, 
And thousands follow the flying foe 
To the halls and towers of Mexico. 

10 
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They leave their homes and their friends so 

dear, 
The downy bed and the goodly cheer, 
The smiles of love and the joys that spring 
In the glow of the social gathering, 
For the rugged camp and the battle strife, 
The peril of health and limb and life, 
And, proudly ready for all, they go 
To the halls and towers of Mexico. 



And some there be of that noble band, 
Who shall look no more on their native land. 
More fearful far than his foeman's wrath. 
Disease shall lurk in the soldier's path. 
His ruddy cheek shall be shrunk and pale. 
The strength of his stalwart arm shall fail. 
And the heart's warm blood shall cease to flow, 
Ere he reach the halls of Mexico. 
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When spring returns and the war is o'er, 
And bells are rung and the cannons roar, 
And millions shout for the glory won. 
The mother shall weep for her darling son. 
The widow sit by her lonely hearth. 
The maiden sigh at the sounds of mirth ; 
But roused is the eagle's ire, and woe 
To the halls and towers of Mexico. 
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THE DREAM. 



Last night I dreamed of one, who long 
Has had my fondest thoughts by day ; 

Whose artless smiles and gentle song 
Have often chased life's cares away. 

Amidst a gay and thoughtless crowd 

I sat, unnoticed and apart, 
Whilst idle words and laughter loud 

Fell cold and heavy on my heart. 
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I felt abandoned and alone, 

A painful weight oppressed my soul, 
And o'er its drooping wings was thrown 

The dark and evil one's control. 

I longed for death, whatever change 
Its gloomy mystery might bring, 

For there was naught, in human range. 
To which my blighted heart might cling. 

When, suddenly, before my sight 
A fair and heavenly vision stood, 

A form of loveliness and light, 
The blended beautiful and good« 

I knew the form, I knew the face. 
The pensive dark eyes beaming there. 

The brow and lips of breathing grace, 
The waving curls of raven hair. 
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And, O, how sad the look she gave, 
• And yet how sweet that look to me, 
Which had the silent power to save 
And set my fettered spirit free ! 

She saw and smiled, and though I dreamed, 
I was entranced, overmastered quite, 

So palpable and true it seemed, 
So full of sad and sweet delight. 

I sprung to clasp her in my arms, 
Alas ! the heavenly vision fled. 

But, glowing with immortal charms, 
Soft as an angel's whisper, said, — 

" Be patient, trust, love on and die, 
Heed not the promptings of despair ; 

Secure a home in heaven, and I 
Will meet and love and bless you there." 
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OUR HEARTS, DEAR GIRLS, ARE WITH 

YOU STILL. •• 



BONO OF THB yOLUimiES. 



We 're far away in foreign land, 
Responsive to our country's call, 

A little but a gallant band, 

Fair freedom's sons and brothers all. 
Our pleasant homes, our kin and friends, — 

At thought of these our bosoms thrill, 
While memory her magic lends ; — 

Our hearts, dear girls, are with you still. 
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New forms and faces meet us here, 

Unlike the loved ones left behind. 
Strange voices fall upon our ear, 

But none with tone so sweet and kind. 
The dark-eyed beauty strives in vain 

Affection's lonely void to fill, 
For you we only wear the chain ; 

Our hearts, dear girls, are with you stilL 



No holiday pursuit is ours ; 

The burning sun, the chilling dew, 
The stifling dust or pelting showers, — 

We cheerful suffer all for you. 
We ask no guerdon but your praise. 

Go where we may and come what will. 
For ever, as in bygone days, 

Our hearts, dear girls, are with you still. 
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BURIAL OF THE VOLUNTEER. 



With slow and measured step we bore 

Our comrade to his resting-place, 
On Santiago's barren shore, 

And sorrow sat on every face ; 
For he, the young and stout of frame, 

With fearless heart, had fallen low, 
Without a chance for battle fame. 

Before his arm could reach the foe. 
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We thought how soon a kindred fate, 

A lingering and unhonored death, 
The boldest soldier might await, 

That life hung trembling on each breath ; 
And hushed was every lip the while. 

So lately loud with mirthful speech, 
As, heavily, file after file 

Moved onward o'er the sandy beach. 



We halted, and, with heaving breast^ 

Above our lifeless burden bowed, 
Then laid the cold clay down to rest, 

The soldier's blanket for his shroud. 
The moon shone brightly on his grave, 

As silently we left the spot, 
And plaintively the sounding wave 

Seemed moaning for his hapless lot. 
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OLD AGE. 



DiMLT the star of memory gleams 

Through the dark mist of gathering years, 

And, broken as night's fevered dreams, 
The past of life appears. 

Scarce circulates the thin, cold blood 
Within the withered, bended frame. 

Where love once rolled his lava flood, 
And friendship lit her milder flame. 
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But beauty charms the eye no more, 
Old friends and neighbours are unknown, 

The pride of intellect is o'er, 
And vacant reason's throne. 

Yet sometimes will the wandering mind 
With startling brilliancy come back, 

And, as the lightning, leave behind 
A deeper darkness on its track. 

The trembling limbs, the tottering walk. 
The frosted head, the furrowed brow. 

The garrulous, unmeaning talk. 
Now tears, and laughter now ; — 

The low warm bed, the pillowed chair. 
The fluttering pulse, the gasping breath. 

The quivering lip, the murmured prayer. 
And then — thy stillness, death ! 
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BUENA VISTA. 



The Mexican chieftain, false-hearted and vain, 
Has marshalled his thousands on mountain 

and plain, 
And proudly and gayly his gorgeous advance 
Is gleaming with bayonet, sabre, and lance. 
Already he dreams of the empire and crown, 
Awaiting, rewarding the victor's renown. 

The Anglo-American army, at bay, 

Stands silent, unflinching, prepared for the fray. 
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Rough, ragged, and toilworn, with faces un- 
shorn, 

The butterfly foeman beholds them in scorn ; 

But nerved is each arm and illumined each 
eye,— 

The citizen-soldier will conquer or die. 

As louder the wail of the gathering blast, 
How crowd on remembrance the scenes of the 

past! 
Home, kindred, companions, the loved one 

most dear ; 
The voice of his mother still rings in his ear, — 
Be true to your country, whatever the odds. 
To fight is your duty, the issue is God's. 

On, on rolls the fiery, sulphureous flood. 
Thy fields, Buena Tista, are floating in blood. 
The red storm of battle, the dash, and the roar, 
Like ocean, enraged, on a granite-bound shore ! 
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As foam on the billows the masses are tost, 
The left flank is broken, — O God ! we are lost ! 

Hush 1 hush ! crayen-hearted, who talks of de- 
spair ? 

A shout and a volley, — the Rifles are there ! 

The veterans of Monterey rush to the field ; 

They may fall, they may die, but they never 
will yield ! 

Kentucky has planted her breast to the shock, 

And the sons of the Prairies stand firm as the 
rock. 

Up, gallant artillery, pour in your fire ! 
They falter, they rally, advance, and retire. 
Now forwiurd, now backward, commingling 

and blent. 
Their lances are shivered, their banners are rent. 
Hurrah for bold Taylor, the stripes and the stars. 
For freedom and honor, a thousand hurrahs ! 
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Still rages the combat, clouds darken the sky, 
The cannon's deep thunder is answered on high, 
Heaven joins in the conflict, above and below 
The hail and the death-shower bewilder the foe ; 
Again from our centre their columns are hurled. 
And a victory is gained to astonish the world ! 

'T is night, and the terror-struck tyrant has fled; 
The moon coldly shines on the dying and dead. 
The fierce, struggling labors of glory are o'er, 
The bugle and drum shall awake them no more. 
Alas ! for the mighty of heart and of hand, 
The noble and good of our beautiful land ! 
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LETTER TO A PERSECUTED BELLE. 



Dear L , as we usually say, 

Commencing a sociable letter, 
Being not very busy to-day, 

I thought I could scarcely do better 
Than scribble a stanza or two, 

And possibly three or four more. 
To a lady so charming as you, 

Whom the Muses all swear they adore, 
u 
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I am doubtful a little, indeed, 

If your ladyship ever has time, 
In the press of attentions, to read 

A happy old bachelor's rhyme ; 
For, whether at borne or abroad, 

In church, at a party or ball. 
In town, or, with speed, on the road. 

You still seem the object of all. 



No longer the neighbourhood boast 

And pride of our town, as of late, 
You flourish, the general toast. 

The belle and the talk of the State. 
From Lafouche to Ocoonee afar, 

From the Lakes to the Mexican beach, 
Your followers worship the star 

They never are destined to reach. 
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I fancy you seated just now, 

With A. and B. close by your side, 
While 0. enters with a low bow, 

And D. is preparing to ride ; 
There is E. neai^ the end of the lane, 

And F. has arrived at the gate. 
And yonder comes G., might and main, 

duite fearful of being too late. 



To your right, on the sofa reclined. 

With paper and pencil in hand. 
Poor H., with his passion half blind, 

Is sketching your face by command. 
The rocking-chair just at your left 

Is filled by a dandy from town. 
And J., of his reason bereft, 

Is walking the room up and down. 
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Young K. is now playing the flute 

To a song, executed by L., 
While M., as they hand round the fruit, 

Drops the kernel and swallows the shell ! 
Too bashful to speak what he would, 

N. sits at a distance and sighs, 
And O., not at all understood. 

Is trying to court with his eyes. 



Time flies and the clock has struck ten, — 

Propriety stares at the sight ! 
A dozen of sensible men 

Preparing to stay all the night ! 
Was ever fair lady so teased ? 

Dear L , don't you think I am right ? 

Never wait to be perfectly pleased. 

But marry the poet for spite. 
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TO MY HEART. 



Poor heart of mine !. how sad and lone 
Thou throbbest on, day after day ! 

Thy sighs can find no answering tone, 
Unheard thy moanings die away. 

Who cares if thou art warm or cold ? 

Who heeds if, in thy close retreat, 
Or joy or grief its empire hold, 

Or whep thy pulse shall cease to beat ? 
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Yet thou wast framed as others are, 
As fond and true, as quick to feel 

Neglect and scorn and pain and care, — 
Thy fibres are not made of steel ! 

Hast thou not bled, where none could see ? 

Hast thou not writhed upon the rack, 
And struggled, in thine agony, 

To hold thy stifled wailings back ? 

And thou hast wept at others' woe, 

And striven to afford relief, 
Well pleased to share and ease the blow, 

Which swelled a kindred heart with grief. 

I cannot comfort thee, poor thing, 
With hope of change ; it is thy fate, 

Till death, with gentle hand, shall bring 
The spirit to its nobler state. 
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Then hush thy vain complaints, and bear, 
In silence, the Omniscient Will ; 

To doubt His word, how canst thou dare ? 
Poor heart of mine ! be still, be still. 



THE END. 
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